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One 


9:23 am 


He was always the first one up. And that was strange considering the other man grew up on a farm. Dave 
thought farmers were up at the ass crack of dawn but David had always been a night owl and definitely not a 
morning person. Dave had already been in the shower, made coffee, and read the newspaper online. And David 
was still snoring away. Dave eased onto the edge of their four-poster king and softly tucked a lock of hair 
behind David's ear. Always the pretty one, the gentle one, the angel on earth. That's what people had thought 
of David over the years. And they thought of Dave as the brash, ugly one. The one with a quick temper, quick 
mouth, and an even quicker fist. The devil incarnate. He'd even believed it of himself. But David hadn't. Ever. 
David got to see the softer side. The softer side existed solely for David. 


"Wake up, sleepy head" He murmured as his lips brushed the sleeping man's ear. 


David inhaled and stretched. He smiled, instantly recognizing that soft voice and those soft lips. OF the many 
ways David has woken up over the last twenty-eight years, this was by far his favorite. 


"Do you know what today is?" He asked his redheaded lover, his voice still thick with slumber. 


"Its Wednesday," 
"No. You know what | mean" He sat up, letting the sheets fall from his torso to bunch in his lap. 
Dave's eyes glanced down the man's bare chest. "Don't you fucking age at all?" 

"Yes. lve got the wrinkles and the pudge to prove it: 


"You look just the way you did when | met you." Dave stood up and crossed the expansive bedroom to the 


large walk-in closet. "Do | really have to wear this later?" He whined. 
"Yes, you do." David followed him and wrapped his arms around the man's waist. He rested his chin on Dave's 
shoulder. "You looked amazing in it. And out of it, too." He let his hands slip into Dave's shorts, his fingertips 


skimming across his abdomen. 


Dave's hand trembled as he ran it over the expensive material of the suit he'd had custom made three weeks 


ago. "You're overdoing it, you know." 


"When have | not? Now, you'd better get going. You have a golf date with Shawn" David backed off of him and 


gave his ass a swat. 

"Golf." Dave scoffed. "Do | look like someone who might enjoy a round of golf?" 

"Does Shawn?" 

"Do you know that your habit of answering my questions with questions is really infuriating?" 


"Do | care?" David giggled and received a swat himself. 


II: am 

Chris stood on the top step of the ladder, taking the string of lights from David and winding it around the 
branches of the olive tree in the garden. After that tree, they moved on to the pear, the fig, and finally the 
orange. Once the lights were strung and the lanterns were set up, they stood and admired their work. 
"Thank you for your help. Make you a coffee? | baked some raspberry tarts yesterday, too." 


"That'd be great, thanks" 


Inside the house, Chris settled on a stool at the island and watched David prepare the Keurig for two cups of 


coffee. "So what anniversary is this, again? Twenty-five?" 


"Twenty-eight" David replied with a smile as he set a tart onto a plate for Chris. 
"Twenty-eight years since what?" 
"The first time | tried to cook" 


"Tried?" Chris was incredulous, assuming his friend had been born with a whisk in his hand and an apron around 


his newborn body. 
David turned and sat on a stool across from Chris, mug in hand. He recounted to his friend the first disaster. 


"And | was so angry with myself. There's spaghetti and hot water all over that tiny kitchen. | just gave up. 


Just rolled over and gave up. And that's how he found me when he came home." 

"And he just helped you clean up and humored you by eating it anyway?" 

David's eyes twinkled with happiness as he recalled that day. He nodded. 

"So I'm guessing you didn't create the big seduction you were going for." 

The older man laughed. "No! But in hindsight, | wouldn't change a thing. That day taught me a lot about myself. 
And about Dave. | mean, you've been around long enough to know he's not quite the asshole people think he is. | 
knew that from the get. Would | have gotten to see that sensitive, sweet side of him if | hadn't needed his 
reassurance that day? | don't know. Eventually, perhaps." 

"So what are you making tonight?" 

"Spaghetti and meatballs." 

"What else?" Chris laughed. 

"Indeed. It's only appropriate.” 

Chris stayed and watched David prepare the homemade sauce, throwing the tomato paste, water, diced 
tomatoes from their own garden, and spices into a slow cooker and setting it aside. Next he pulled out the 
ingredients to make his own pasta. 

"You can help me with this if you want." 


"Wait, you're going to make your own pasta?" 


"Sure. It's easy. Just gets hard rolling it out with just two hands. That's where you come in. You can take it 


and hang it as | roll it out." 

"Just one question" 

David stopped and looked up at Chris. "What?" 
"Will there be leftovers?" 

David grinned. "Not likely." 


"Shit." 


3:54 pm 


David checked his watch then lowered the temperature on the slow cooker. He headed outside to vacuum the 
pool and set up the table. The old card table had traveled with them from shitty apartment to shitty 


apartment to modest suburban home to sprawling, custom build 


Dave had stopped asking him why he felt the need to cart it around He eventually understood David's drive to 
hold onto pieces of their past when he found himself tucking away various trinkets and treasures. He held 
dearly onto some strange items himself. David had no idea that, buried deep in the drawer of his desk, was the 
paper subpoena he was served when David brought suit against him. If David ever found it, his heart would 
break. But that wasn't why Dave kept it so near. It wasn't an act of maliciousness or bitterness at all. It simply 


served as a reminder that love, even their love, was a fragile thing. 


The table was draped in white again, this time a fine, expensive silk A cluster of pillar candles in thick, glass 
hurricanes sat in the center. David pulled out the expensive china he insisted on buying after the house was 


completed. Lead crystal flutes along with sterling silver flatware completed the table. 


After putting the finishing touches on the garden, David showered and put on his own suit and tie. It was a 
black, merino wool, single breasted with a simple, crisp, white button down and gunmetal silk tie. He hung the 


jacket over a stool in the kitchen for now, and tied an apron over his shirt, rolling up the sleeves. 


Into the oven went the chicken and pancetta meatballs while he started a pot of water for the pasta While the 
meatballs were baking, David pulled out the cannoli shells he made the previous day and stuffed them with the 
ricotta filling and chocolate chips. As he was doing this, he was taken back to the first time he and Dave made 
love. It all began with a little whipped cream. David grinned. Yeah, a little whipped cream and a lot of deliciously 
hot foreplay. Dave was the perfect lover, as David knew he would be. He was generous, perceptive, eager, 
experimental. Dave understood David's moods and desires. He was able to communicate his own to David. There 
was nothing they hadn't tried over the years and a few things they tried more than once, just for fun, But if 
pressed to confess his favorite nights with Dave, David would admit that it was those nights when neither was 


particularly horny but both desired the other's heat and touch. And they would spend the night simply 


snuggling and talking. A finger tracing light lines up and down an arm or soft lips remaining pressed to a temple. 
4:23 pm 


David heard the garage door open, the quiet rev of an engine as Dave's car crawled into its spot. The door 


from the garage opened and through it walked a sweaty, disheveled, grumpy redhead. 


"Golf sucks ass." He grumbled even as he immediately crossed to give his partner a kiss. "It smells really good 


in here. What are you making?" 

"Surprise. Go up and shower and get dressed, please." 

"Do | really have to put the monkey suit on?" He whined as he swiped a cannoli from the platter they sat on 
"Yes, you really have to put the monkey suit on" 

"But we're not even going out!" 

"Don't argue with me, boy." 

Dave did a double take and his eyebrows shot up at David's ‘boy.’ 

The younger man giggled and, by his shoulders, turned Dave toward the staircase. "Go." 

"There better be some sex in this for mel" The older man barked but stomped up the steps anyway. 
David shook his head and stuck his tongue out at Dave's back. 

5:36 pm 

"David! This thing is so uncomfortable!" Dave was still whining as he plodded down the stairs in bare feet. 
David was waiting, in his jacket, at the bottom. "Where are your shoes?" 


"I am in my own fucking house. | am not putting on those awful, uncomfortable shoes just to eat dinner in my 


own house." 
David smiled. "Always gotta make something your own, don't you?" 
"Damn right." 


Dave stood before him in his charcoal grey suit and black shirt with grey tie . David straightened the tie and 
swept a hand through the golden, fiery curls. "You look incredible. | think we should put you in custom fitted 


suits more often. Turn around?" 

The redhead rolled his eyes but secretly lavished in the attention David paid to his body. He did as requested, 
even lifting the hem of the jacket to give David a better view of his ass. He felt soft hands sweep down his 
ass onto the back of his thighs. 

"Yeah, that thing fits you like a glove." 


"A very expensive glove." And just before David objected, Dave added. "But if it makes you hot, its worth 


every penny." 
"Nice save, Mustaine." 
"Thank you. Now, feed me." Replied he as he turned back around. 


David slipped a hand into Dave's and gave it a tug. "Come, let me wine and dine you." And then he chuckled. 
"Well, dine you at least 


He led Dave outside to the garden and pulled a chair out for him. He poured a chilled sparkling cider into the 


flute and then removed the covers from the plates. 


"David." A surprised whisper as Dave looked around him. The twinkling lights in the trees, the lit candles all 
over the garden, on wrought iron stands, in iron and glass lanterns, floating in the pool. A fire happily crackled 
in the fire pit they had built out of several small cubes of black and yellow granite. It all worked to create 
tranquility in and around Dave. 


"You like it?" 
"You really overdo it, every single time. You know I'm happy with a steak and an iced tea 
"But you're happier when | overdo it, aren't you?" 


"Every single time." He conceded with a smile. He took David's hand and brought it to his lips. "I still hate the 
suit, though." 


1:29 pm 
In rolled shirt sleeves, jackets and ties abandoned, much to Dave's delight, the two men cleaned up the kitchen, 
which mostly consisted of throwing everything in the dishwasher. David closed it and hit the button to start 


the cycle and then stood for a moment, a wistful smile on his lips. He smiled even wider when Dave pulled him 


into his embrace. 


"Thank you for all of this." And then he kissed David. 


"Thank you for all of this. What an amazing journey we've had." 
"Had? Baby, we're just getting started" And another, deeper kiss. 


This time, Dave took David's hand and led him back outside, to the hammock they'd strung between the olive 
tree and the pear tree. The symbolism was not lost on either man. They would always find peace and salvation 
in each other's arms. David set a plate holding two cannolis down on the table beside the hammock. Dave held 


the bottle of sparkling cider by the neck. 


Dave laid down first, on his back, and David snuggled against his side, using Dave's shoulder as his pillow. He 
draped an arm over Dave's chest, fingers playing with the open buttons on his shirt. Now, with both men in 
bare feet, their legs entwined, toes playing with each other. Dave's fingers slipped into David's hair and began 
to pet softly. 


"Clear night" The redhead remarked in his soft, velvety voice that David knew as either his bedroom voice or 
his ‘nervous in public' voice. After thirty years, the public jitters were minimal but David knew when they 
came and when they'd gone. And he knew just how to sooth them, too. Dave pointed a finger toward the sky 
and whispered, "Ursa Minor." 

"Mm, | see her. It's a bit chilly tonight" 

"You cold?" Dave began to shift. 

"No, no. I'm fine. You give off a lot of heat." 

"So I've been told" He laughed softly. 

Fingers stroked David's hair. David's fingers stroked Dave's bare chest, tickling and tangling in the coarse hair 
found there. Neither needed to talk, each man conveying his thoughts and feelings through his touch. The 
bassist picked up a cannoli and offered it to Dave. He watched and couldn't stop the wave of pleasure that 
flowed through his veins as full, pink lips parted to take a bite of the dessert. David popped the other half of 
the cannoli into his own mouth. 

After some time, a soft, "Junior?" 

"Hmm?" 

"That day. The one we celebrate every year?" 


"Mm hmm?" 


"Why didn't you just tell me how you felt?" 


"Because you deserved more than just a few words. Remember those days? The long hours and the hard work. 


You were miserable and | was miserable for you." 

"All the misery was left at the front door of that little place. | was happy there, with you. 
"| was happy there, with you, too." 

"Are you happy here? 

"If by here, you mean right by your side. lve never been happier.” 

"Why did you leave, then?" 


"Shh." David pressed an index finger to his lover's lips. "Mistakes were made and we've resolved then, right? 


Lets not talk about that tonight 

Dave sighed and shifted so that he was facing David The hammock swayed lazily as the men wrapped arms 
around each other and pulled the other closer. Dave buried his face in his lover's neck and inhaled. There was 
something so comforting in that scent. When he first inhaled it nearly thirty years ago, he thought of sex 
Now, that scent was associated with every good thing in Dave's life. And he still thought of sex 

"| love you, Junior: 

"| know, baby. | love you" 

"Im glad you didn't burn the meatballs tonight" 

"Im glad you put the suit on" 

"| could be persuaded to take the rest of it off now" The redhead whispered with a giggle. 

"Persuaded?" David erupted in a laugh. "Please. You can't wait to get out of it! 

"Okay, can | persuade you out of yours?" 

"Say please" 

"Please" 


"Here in the hammock?" 


"Feeling adventurous?" 


"Oh, why not? It is a special occasion 


